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One Night In California 


Peter busted throw the door of the hotel room that all of the guys had to share. 
Martin was following behind him very carefully, making sure that Peter didn't fall. 


Peter had been drinking from the time he woke up, so he has been crazy all day. Martin didn't drink anything 
today. He had to stay sober and watch after Peter. 


When they entered the room, Simon was already inside. 


Martin rolled his eyes as Simon ran to embrace the very drunk Peter. They always acted so gay when they 


were drunk. At least Simon did, Peter had told Martin a few weeks ago that he was actually gay. 
Martin was shocked at first, but he got over it. 
"MARTIN! YOU BROUGHT ME MY PETER! THANKS, MAN!" Simon shouted in Martin's direction. 


Martin closed the door behind him and walked up to the hotel bed He had tried to get here before Simon and 


Eric, because those two can ruin any room in 5 seconds. 


As Martin sat down on the destroyed bed, Peter came running back into the sleeping area. He had lost all of 


his clothes, and was running around naked. 


Martin rolled his eyes. He knew that Peter couldn't undo his laced up top by himself, especially when he was 
this drunk. Simon must have helped him with that. 


Martin got up to go find all of his clothes, but what he found instead was Simon passed out drunk in the 


bathroom. 
"Oh my god, are you fucking kidding me?" Martin sighed out loud. 
He picked Simon up off of the floor and carried him to the bed that he was just sitting on. 


After Martin tucked Simon into bed, he kissed him on the forehead and turn out the light. He loved Simon, he 
loved all the guys, but when he gets like this, it drives Martin crazy. Sometimes he wonders if he's the only 


normal one in the whole band. 


It was only midnight, and Simon was passed up, Peter was running around naked, and he had no clue where Eric 


was. For right now, he just needs to worry about getting Peter to get dressed. 
Martin picked up Peter's clothes, only to find that Simon had "borrowed" them for his own enjoyment. 


Martin dropped them back on the floor and went to wash Simon's cum off of his hands. "This is fucking 


ridiculous!" Martin exclaimed, not trying to be quiet. 


Peter appeared in the mirror. He had already started eating all the food that they had in the room. "Taking 
care of you is like taking care of a fucking child" Martin said, thinking Peter wouldn't have any clue what he 


was talking about in his current state. 
"Hey, I'm better than a child!" Peter pouted and threw his food on to the table next to him. 


"Fine, if you think you're better than a child than act like it. You can start by putting on some fucking clothes." 
Martin replied. He didn't even know why he was trying. He knew he was just going to have to wait until Peter 


passed out, and then he could put some of his clothes on him to at least cover him up. 


"Okay, well, can | have your jacket? | have extra boxers, but | don't have a top." Peter said, his voice was 


completely clear. It's almost like he was sober. 


"Here, and can you calm the fuck down?" Martin asked, he felt like Peter was himself now. He had been with 


him while he was getting drunk off of his ass all day, and now he's normal. 


"Yeah, I'm calm. Stop worrying so much. You act like I'm a fucking drunk" Peter laughed as he put the jacket on 
and pulled his tightly closed. 


"You have been drinking whiskey like it's fucking water all day." Martin stated with suspicion in his voice. 


‘Martin, | can handle a lot. You out of all people should know that." Peter explained with a cocky smirk on his 


face. 
" b-but what about whatever the hell you were doing with Simon?" Martin inquired 

"Simon is sexy. That's about it | already told you | was gay, and gay guys like to fuck too, ya know. And it just 
so happened that our drunk, sexy as fuck lead singer wanted to play" Peter smiled after he explained it all 
Martin was still confused 

* So..you a-and Simon.you guys are like..together?" Martin asked, sounding a little hurt 

"No, he's hot, but he's not really the kind of guy | would have a relationship with. And he's only gay when he's 
drunk, and | don't have the money to get that boy drunk every night" Peter laughed and Martin seemed to 
lighten back up. 

Peter moved closer to Martin, but Martin's eyes fell to the floor and his smile faded 

With a surrendering huff, Peter turned towards the doorway of the bathroom to leave. 

" wait, Peter." Martin muttered almost too quietly for Peter to hear. 

Peter turned around and his eyes met Martin's. 

"what if | fold you that | was.g-gay" Martin whispered, looking back down at the floor, 

"| wouldn't believe you" Peter responded simply. 

"Peter, stop fucking with me. I'm trying to be serious here" Martin said, starting to get a little angry. 

"In not fucking around. You just don't want me to be with Simon, and | alread" 

"| DON'T CARE! PETER LONDON, | FUCKING LOVE YOU!" Martin practically yelled in Peter's face. 

Peter stared at the taller man in shock 


Martin felt like he couldn't breathe. He had no clue how Peter would take that, if he would even believe him. 


Peter took too long to respond Martin pushed his way past the bassist and threw himself down on the bed 


opposite of the one that he was laid Simon on. 

Peter followed him into the sleeping area and sat down next to him on the bed. 

He started to run his fingers through the older man's long, tangled, dark hair. 

"Martin, baby... | love you too." Peter finally said. 

Martin picked his face up out of his pillow and looked up at the blonde man. 

"Do you mean it, or are you just saying that to make me feel better?" Martin asked hatefully. 
"Baby, | wouldn't say it if | didn't mean it" Peter said with a reassuring wink. 


Martin turned his full body around until he was sitting in the younger man's lap. Martin hugged him, burying 
his face in Peter's soft, bleached hair. 


Peter lifted Martin's face and looked into his deep, brown eyes. 

"| love you so much, | never want you to forget that, okay?" Peter whispered. 
Martin shyly grinned and nodded his head. 

Peter pulled the guitarist lips up to his, kissing him softly. 

Peter broke the kiss and got underneath the blankets with Martin following. 
Martin cuddled up next to the bassist, leaving light kisses on his neck 


Peter just closed his eyes, enjoying the company of his boyfriend. They could have fun later, but for now, this 
was perfect. 


